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Realism 


Author's Notes: 
My \"first Joe/Sav\". Current era. 


Thanks to helena_s_renn for being the best beta and for \"sharing the joy\’. 


The two men seemed to inhabit their own little world, as if the bustling rush of the stylish restaurant at 
lunchtime on a weekday didn't exist. They had moved the fancy flower decoration aside to hold hands across 
the small table, their fingers entwined, gently stroking. Underneath the table, their legs were stretched out and 
one of them had wrapped his calves around the other's, obviously trying to touch as much as possible in this 


public environment. 


It was a lot easier in the world today, although whether it was accepted for two men to show that they were 
a couple still depended on the area and the surroundings. This was a modern part of the city, though, most of 


the people here were open-minded. 


One of the men chuckled and smirked at something the other one had said, then replied with an alluring glance 


in his eyes. 


A slurping noise in front of him made Sav realize he must have been staring at them for several minutes. He 


moved his head a little and shook his peroxide blond strands to hide his eyes behind them. 
"You're not eating that?" Joe asked, still chewing noisily. He pointed at Sav's nearly untouched plate. 
"No.. | mean yes, | am," Sav replied absent-mindedly and moved his food around on the plate with his fork. 


They were having lunch between a photoshoot and the first of a few interviews in the afternoon. The 
photographer had recommended the place. It was full of people in their twenties, all of them looking like they 
worked in fashion, art or something in between. He and Joe were both probably at least twice as old as the 


majority of the guests and the staff. 
Sav looked at the young couple at the table across the room again. 


Was he envious? Did he want to sit here and hold hands with Joe? He almost laughed out loud at the idea God, 


no. How ridiculous. He'd never pictured his bandmate and himself as a couple. 


Yes, he loved Joe, in a very unique way. If you had to give that bond that had lasted for almost forty fucking 


years now a name, most people would probably call it love for lack of an alternative. 


He still remembered the moment like it had been yesterday. They'd still been teenagers, killing time by fooling 
about like any other day. But all of a sudden the usually so fierce and determined eyes of the curly-headed 
boy in front of him looked at him full of anxiousness, silently begging him to cross that line together. An 
instant later he had wordlessly agreed. He had never regretted it. 


From the their first awkward touches as teenagers, through the wild and self-indulgent years as well as the 
tragedies, until the current day, there hadn't been a doubt in his mind that Joe Elliott would be a part of his 
life forever. There was no other man in this world he'd rather share a stage or a bed with. And yet what 
they had was different from love. It was above love. They both /oved their wives and their children with all 
their hearts. He wouldn't give his family up for the world, and he knew Joe felt the same about his. 


But that part of their lives was strictly compartmentalized from this secret layer of their "friendship". The 
subtle magic that unfolded between them when they entered the stage was the same that ignited behind 
closed doors. Their voices complemented each other in the same way that their bodies did. Earth and sky. Fire 


and rain. 


"It" didn't happen often anymore. Opportunies became rarer, even on tour with their wives travelling with them 
as often as possible. The age of the internet and ever-present camera phones was another factor that made 
it more difficult to even exchange glances without being caught. They tried to avoid interaction between each 


other on stage as much as possible for the simple reason of not raising suspicion. 


Old married couple? In many ways, for sure. But the complete opposite in so many other ways. 


Forty years. Where would the two boys over there - he felt entitled to call anyone under 35a boy at his age 
- be in 40 years? 


Sav smiled. Yes, it was love. Their kind of love. 

He looked back to Joe again, who was just finishing the last remains of his meal, which had probably been too 
meager by his standards. The girl who had dolled them both up for the photoshoot had done a great job. Joe 
looked the textbook example of a silver fox, even though the silver was thoroughly hidden under golden blond 
hair dye. He was so poised nowadays, not much was left of the stubborn, restless young bloke from Sheffield. 
An aura of sovereignty surrounded him, of unquestioned authority, although Def Leppard was definitely a 
perfect example of equal rights. 


Joe simply radiated something dominant, that was for sure. Sav smiled inwardly, and a little bit on the outside 


as well. If people knew he was the only man Joe Elliott would ever get on his knees for.. 


The young couple at the other table stood up and left hand in hand, smiling at each other fondly. It wasn't hard 


to guess what their plans were for the rest of the afternoon. 
Wait a minute. 


The mental image caused a chemical chain reaction in his body. Thats when he suddenly realized that Joe was 


staring back at him and grinning his irresistible grin. 

"| can read your mind, Sav." 

"No, you can't," Sav retorted, although he'd already begun to smirk about being caught in his reverie. 
"When is the next interview scheduled?" Joe raised an eyebrow. 

"3:30. Wh... seriously?" Reflexively, Sav began to look around to see if anyone was watching them. 


"Why not? The hotel is just around the corner." How could Joe still wrap him around his little finger with that 
seductive look after all these years? 


"Aren't we a little too old for a spontaneous midday quickie?" 


"Wanna find out?" 


